Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
But the day came when all this obstinacy and defiance,
all his study of little pins, dauntless hammer-strokes, that
genius which never had flamed so brightly, could help him
no more. With five—often seven—times his numbers
against him, and all deployed into as many different corps,
he was forever feeling in the dark. He was like a man
whose house has been invaded by many foes, and who,
sword and lamp in hand, must dash up and down stairs
and into every chamber, knowing that in the end he must
be overwhelmed in spite of his skill and valor.
At last he turned from one of his forays to find an
enemy in his rear. It was years since that had happened,
for not often do the lesser falcons pluck feathers from
the eagle's tail.
He beat him off, but simultaneously with this last warn-
ing came news by courier that the allies had broken
through in the west, had taken St.-Denis, were storming
Montmarte. The empress and Joseph had gone; and in
the morning Talleyrand and Fouche would pay him for
all those lectures by throwing open the gates.
It was to Paris then that he must race. And leaving his
troops to follow him by forced night march, he galloped
on to thrust his arm alone in the bars. Killing a dozen
good horses and wrecking a caleche, he arrived, with dark-
ness, at Athis, eight and a half miles from the walls.
As he was changing horses again, a horseman rode up
to the inn.
"Too late, Sire," he said. "Paris is lost."
"Fool! Nothing is too late. It is only that everywhere
I am not they act stupidly. Hurry those horses I"
"But you do not understand," persisted the weary
general. "The allies are battering at the gates."
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